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_STUART DAWSON'S REVELATION,

The fire was blazing .on the nursery
hearth. There was a fender in {ront of it,
8 high, eld-fashioned feuder, made of a
sort of wire net-work, painted green and
surmounted by a brass rod. On this fendor
hung the night-clothes of a little child.

The child himsolf, a little Loy of adbount
four, stood at the hearsh-rug by his mother,
who was undressing him.

She was a slender lhittls woman, with a
sweet, sad face. She wore a plain black
dréss, and her yellow bair was half hidden
under a widow's cap. ‘

The boy’'s loosened clothing fell in a little
heap on the floor. She lifted him to her
lap, and rubbed the plump little legs aud
feet, which he stretched toward the fire,
kissing him, and talking te hiw all the
time in that half-tender, half-foolish lan-
guage which falls sc easily from a young
mother's tongue. Finally, when bhe had
been dressed again in his warm little night

clothes, he kneit by her kuee and repeated
after her his little praver:

“God bless papa and mamma,” he savd, in
conclusion, “and heip me to he a good boy.”
_ She kissed him again wheu be had fin-
ished, and said:

“Now go and say good-night to papa.”

The child walked across the room toa
large oil-painting, which, resting upon a
Jow f leaned against the wall. In
this tion it was about on a level with
the child himself. It was the portrait of a
young and handsome man, with black hair
and eyes like those of the little child who
faced it. The buy went up to it and Kissed
the ymnhd lipa.

“Good-night, dear papa.” he said. Then
he walked gravely back and reseated himu-
self in his mother’s lap.

“Why doesn’'t papa ever kiss me! he
o of passed the moth

A spasm of pain over the er's
face. She bens her head down close to the
boy’s curls and kissed them.

“Mamma must do it for him now,” she
said, “but he loves you, Stnars, sll the
time, just as moeh as I do.

“Can he see mel”’

“Yes, darling, he secs youm and watches
over you. You are his own little boy just
a8 much as you ever were. He is sorry
when you are hinrt, and glad when you are
lnp‘t,v. inst as mamma iz ”

“What’s an orphant” ssked the child.

“*“What?’ said his mother, in a startled

ne.

“An han,” ted the ehild.
“Charley Brady eal me that to-day. He
said I wasan orphan’causel didn’t haveany
L_llll.?fug i told him | \::;:5}. 1 mhmne

mself,” he added, w @ easy ocon pe
of childhood.

“An orpban” said his mothnh(rntting
both arms around him, “is a child whose
Imamma or papa dies, but you have mamma
on earth, v, and papa in beaven. You
have ‘:lrr you must never forgetit. 1
will you about him every day. He
was such & good, n-ble man, and you are
going to g:ov ap like him, Stuart. You are
goil;ﬁto the littie boy he would be so
proud and glad to have. Do you remember

“1 don’t frink 1 do.” he answered.

Then im in bher arms, and rock-
iog him, she n to talk to him of his
father. She told him little storics, full of

descriptions of his looks, his w d
vords.”‘l'ho child lhtne3 " firs

at first,
then bis eyelids drooped hea . and pres-
catly he was fast asleep.

Bhe carried him into an adjoining hed-
room, and put him in ber own bed. Then
she came back into the nursery, and stood
& few minutee by the fire, which was dying
u_rﬂ. She went over to the picture as the
child had done, and knelt in front of it
Her lips moved, and she seemed to be pray-
inq(;thntly. After a little she said, softly:

“Oh, Staart, Stuart, he shall know you
and love you! I will not let you pass out
of your child’s lifa,. We will love you and
think of you together. 1 will keep you
with us, Stuart, my darling, my darling.”

And so all throagh his childhood, this
was the aim of Stuart Dawson’s mother.
She kept ever before him the thought of a
loving. noble father, and the boy grew up
with & more vivid sense of the personality
of Lis dead father than many children have
of their living parenta.

His mother and he were always together.
£he was his narse io childhood, his teacher
afterward, his dearest friend and compan-
ion alwnxbl‘;”'l'ho very love and reverence
whieh bhe to his nnseen father wasa
bond that bound him all the more closely to
his mother, for she, of all the world, under-
stood it. As he grew older she gave him, a
few at & time, his father’s things; little
trinkets and keepsakes, not of great value
to auy.one else, butsacred to these two. On
bis twelfth birthday sbhe gave him his fath-
g R g g M L

. wi o pen and paper
that go had usea last

“To be a good boy and please papa.” was
the aim of Stuart Dawson’s childhood. To
be an honest man and worthy to bear his
father's name was the ambition of bhis
young manhood.

He and his mother were much alone, but
childhood accepts its environments unques-
tioningly, it never ocourred to him to
wonder at this. Wbhen he was twenty-une
bhis mother pat into his hands all of her
property. It was pot much, but it had been
enough to sake care of them comfortably,
and to give bim an excellent education.
He and his mother aven took & little trip
abroad after he left college, and travelers
who met or journeyed with them remem-
bered loug afterwards the timid, gentle
littie woman, always dressed in black, and
her tall handsome son, who gave her the
dagc:ion of ailn\;:?. i iy

ut even in carried the
memory of the absent ¥uhor with them.
Mrs, Dawson e abroad with her
husband soon after their marriage, and she
revisited with Stuart every spos hallowed
by those happy days, The trip was like a
sceries of pilgrimages to different shrines.

TPo Stuart all these reminiscences were
r{d“"m‘ and sacred. He wasnow nearl
oid as his father was when he mn.mo!.
d he had a sirong sense of companion-
ship with this young, ¢allant father, stand-
un&npon the threshold of his life, *

hen they came bome Stuart went into
business, working hard and earnestly,

He was a quiet, reserved man, almost shy
in the presence of women, a man of deep
emotions, and of strong, but well-controlled
passions. He was a son of whom auy
woman might be proud, hovest, loyal ana
pure, The two deepest feelings of his
heart were a tender reverence fur the name
and personality of his dead father, and a
love that was almost idolatry for the little
mother, who seemed dearer to him than
any other womaw conld ever be.

he picture of his father hung higher on
the wall now, but the loyal little woman
conld'stand before i, as she had done that
:ﬁgl:t‘g: ht.ﬂl‘ ‘nur:e;y Yoars ago, lndhree!
A d @ er Vvow. 18
bumn as few fatha?u are loved. v 12 ey

Stuart Dawson was in his twenty-fifth
year, whe. one day he was suddenly som-
mouved by tae senior member of his firm,
and requested to go to New York st once
snd atteud to some business complications
that had arisen there. He had ounly about
two hours in which to get ready.

Iie rushed home, told his mother and ate
A hus'hul:nnohwn. while she packed his
h.a. n he Kissed ber vug tenderi
and telling her that B wonﬁi
write, and when to expect him
bowe, he ran down the ste
turning to look back as he wentup the
street. She was standing in the window
as he knew she would be, a little, slender,
:clu:k. um;‘ Gﬂ‘h!iﬁ lbtll;lt . white

artaios. o smi &tk at her
v?rvod his hand. AR "s
here were no druwing-room carsin the
train which be bad chosen, and the seat
which he at first took was, he discovered

later, on the suuny side of the car,
leaving his bag in the little rack over-
ne seated himself across the way,
At the first station two men entered and
took the seat directly in front of him.
Stuart bad finished his newapaper and waas
leanin g back half drowsily when he was
mgriwd to his own nar ' mentioned.

“Stuart Dawson,” said ov the men,
“that's the name ou that * wver there
aud. semebow it scunds v familiar. 1
must have known that ma ‘new here.”

“Reuart Dawson!” hiseo. .. .onrepeated
“why, that was the nane of “e cashier of
5:: Eln &a'tul»ir_al Ban.. m New York,

't youn know 1S accounts were §40,000
short, and he shot himself, 1 belia’:? Is
was over twenty years ago, but | was with
Baldwin & Co. at the time, and happened
to know all about it.”

*Yea,” said his friend, “I remember now.
Qition 35 that CHing? The’ Sieht of mose:
. \ mone
seems muro to 5:. %
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m like the smell of

 Whisxy to & druvkard; they can’t help tak-

Dawson sat perfectly still. It dia

. ime possible ut first that their talk

#

ve any to him. His brai
d to become so numb thnthuodus.

¥
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| impressions very slowly. It was quite a

little time before he ized that it might
be his father, his loved and honored fatber
of whom they wére speaking. When hedid
realize it & great wave of mSignation swept
over him., flo longed to rise and confront
these wen. to hurl at thew hot, bitter words
of anger aud abuse. But he did not; he sat
still. and then his hands and feet seemed to
grow quite cold as he said over to himself
the words that he bad just heard.

“btna? waim!” It r"'” not a‘ :.cmmn
name. It was his father's name, naume
that he had tried to bear pure and blame-
less for bis dead father's sake.

After all, no one had ever talked to him
about his father but his mother. He
realized it now for the first time. Butcould
she—that sweet, saint-like woman, bave
deceived hun all these years?! Oh, no!
His Leart lea with love and trust when
he thonght of his mother. He could have
laughed at the thought of deubting her.
This was some ridicnlous mistake, some
confusion of pames, that was a He
woald not even grieve his mo re-
peating to her what he had heard. He de-
termined to put 1t ali out of his mind, but
it was a vain determination. le found
himself brooding over it, and wondering of
sach a thing were ible. Even when
his mind was fall of other things some-
thing weighed upon him and ressed
him. He returned to it again and agsiu.
He tried reselutely to throw it off, but it
was as impossible to evade as a fog ordark-
nc:?z. It sarrounded him quite against his
wil :

- He was glad to get through with his bus-
iness in New York and return to his mother.

He bad made up his mind now to tell her.
It scemed to him that 1t wonld be a great
relief to see her look of scorn and disdain.
He could not expect that she would langh
with him over it, but he thonght that ber
indignation, when she knew that the name
of ber idol had been assailed, would be
very pleasant to see,

S0, a8 he sat by the fire with his mother
after his first Jiuner at bome, be determined
to tell her.

He had veen smoking, but he tossed the
stump of his ecigar into the grate and
leaned across and wok her hand.

It was a very littlo hand, slight and thin.
The wedding-ring on it looked hardly large
enongh for a child. He stroked it softly.

“Maother,” be began, 'l averheard aguaeer
talk on the ears.” He wassurprised to find
that his voice trembled a little.

She looked as him, responsive and
interested.

“What was it, Stunart?”

“It was about me, or rather about my
father. At any rate, it was the same name,
Une man said that Stouart Dawson was
cashier of the ——th National Bank twent
yvears ago; shat he stole fort; theusand dol-
lars, and then killed himself”

He had tried to speck lightly, as if it were
almost a jgke, but his veice failed. y

There was silence in the room. His
mother did not answer him, or move, bnt
the interested, expectant look faded from
her face and she grew very white.

_ “Mother!” he cxclaimed, his voice sound-
ing harsh and uonatural, “why don’t you
sa{ something?” A

{e held her smali hand so tightly that it
must have hart her,

“Mother!” he repeated, “speak! tell me—
was it sol”

‘;Nu._' Stuart,” she said slowly, “It was
not so.

But her words gave him no semse of
relief. Her whole manner was so different
from what he had expocted that the terrible
donbt seemed to be crystallizing like ice
about his heart, '

“Mother!?”” he said sharply, “tell me the
truth abont my father!

“1 do, Stuart,” she said sadly. “I have
a)w:;ﬁ's told I5'011 the truth.”

_ If he counld only have believed her! But
it was not like this that he had expected
her to deny it. Where were her surprise,
her indignation, her righteous wrath?

At least it was evident that he had not
told her a new atory.

_“Was my father the cashier of the ——th
National Bank!” he asked, trying to speak
very calmly.

“Yes, Stuart.”

The bands of ice closed in around his
heart. They were so palpable and tangible
that he could almost touch them. ;

“Did he take $40,0001”

_His breath came short and fast. He had
risen and stood in front of her, looking di-
rectly at her,

She threw up her arms a little, and her
hands seemed io flutter feebly toward him.

“Oh, Stunart,” she cried, I will not have
you donbt him: he was the truest, noblest
man in the world!”

“Mother,” he said sternly, “vou'd better
tell me the truth, now.”

She looked at him a second, and for the
first time in all his life, she felt his nature
antagonistic, J

“Tell me!” he repea ted, ““did he take forty
thonsand dollarst

“He did not take it, Stuart,” she said
engerl;. “he never touched a peuny, It

Was—

“Who!” he asked quietly.

*“Oh, I do not know,” oio cried 1n & sort
of dumb despair; I never understood. 1t
was—all too bhorrible,” )

“Why was it not investigated?”

“It was—that is, they were just begin-
ning, and then, oh, Stuart-—he died!”

“Died—answer me, mother, did ke kill’
himself?”

“No!” she almost shrieked; “No, Stuart,
no! He died in bis own bed. I was with
him. It was apoplexy. They bronght him
home, and | was there. He did not know
me, but I never left him. Oh, Stuart, you
are cruel, eruel, to say such things!”

S8he broke down completely and began to
sob. She rocked to and fro, making a lit-
tle moaning sound,

He looked at her sadly, but he did not
oﬂ‘c.go t(lhwmfortaer.ﬂ Mol b

“*So the investigation » with his
life?” he asked. 4

“Yos,” she said, between her sobs, *I
gave them all that I could, and they didn’t
do anything more.”

“You gave them—" he repeated after her,
in amazement, ‘“you gave them money! To
hush the matter up! Is that what you
mean?! Ihd you boy them off}”

She took her bandkerchief from
her eyes, which seemed to dry
suddenly, as if the indignation
whiech had arisen within her atop-
ped her tears.

“Stuart.” she said harshly, “yon are his
son, but not even you shall talk hke that.
1 gave them mogﬁy-—all thatl could spare—
bocause 1 would not sece his dear name
dragged through the mud and mire.
knew be was innocent; why should I want
it provedf 1 was alone, aad ] could not
have borne the agony of having him—his
life, his deeds, his very thoughts, perha
picked to pieces an cold% criticised by
men who believed that he might be guilty.
No, I saved s name from that, at least.”

He looked at her coldly.

“A strange way to save it!” he exclaimed.
“If my father was innocent; all the investi.

gations in the world would not have hurtﬂ

him. If he was guilty, it would have been
time enongh then to buy off his accuse
as you seem to have doue., How much di
you give them?”

“Thirty thousand dellars.”

“Why didu't you make up the whole
amount!” be asked bitterly,

“Because 1 conld not. l’ had to save s
little for yon. You were his child. 1 had
Lo educate you and take care of you, asa he
wonld have done.”

They looked at each other silently. It
was the most miserable moment in Stuart
Dawsou's life. Not only was bhe full of
shame for his father, whom he had so rev-
erenced aud honored, but he felt that be
had been tricked, deceived and played upon
by the person whom he had most loved and
e looked at ber, with h

e loo at her, w er awoet, gentle
face, and thought how she had made his
life one lonﬁ lie,

“My God!” be gasped. “if there is a God!
is there nothing true in the world!”

He was stagaered and dazed by the blow,
aud by the revelation of what seemed to
him bis mother’s deceit, But you caunnot
detach love, all in & moment, from the ob-
kct around which it bas grown for years

‘ou must unciasp the tendrils one by one.
Should the object fall, love falls too, cling-
ing as it falls. _

ﬁo loved his mother still; it was the habit
of his life. He longed to fling himself be-
fore her and bury bis face in ber lap, and
be comforted. ‘:h'“h a great wave of
bitterness, the thought came over him, that
never again could she comfort him. He
could not trust her any more. He might
love her in a sad, blighted sort of way, und
Le tender of her, for the old love's sake,
but the sweet companiouship that had
been the biggest part of his life, was over
s s boeitand o it -sediouis th

Then it occu 4 m suddenly that
she might have deceived herself. p{mm
she did not know what she was domg. If
he could make her see the hideousness of
all her lun! deceit, she would recoil from it
as he had done. She would be filled with
remorse, She would beg him to forgive her,
and thongh life wonld never be quite the
same to them, they might go ou, at least to-
gether, sud not divided from each other,
s they were now,

“Do you see, motaer,” he said tﬂlﬂr. 2

“what yon have done! You have brought
me up 10 believe in things that were never
trune. All my life has been founded on
what was false, I have lost my father
over again, or rather—| never bad a father.
I have lost my faith in yon. I am sahamed
among men, my father's name——""

_“Stuart!” she interrupted, “I will vot
listen to you! You are my boy, my own,
my one baby, but do you think I can let
even you raise your voice against him? I
bave never déceived you, never! Every
word that I have told you about your
father was true, There was nothing in his
life to be ashamed of, or in mine either;
notil to-day, when his son, his enly son,
donbts bim, insults his memory and tram-
plgnh on his naine!” bli it

en ; she was trembling ail over.

He lmﬂﬁd at her hopoleﬂg'. ould
they never come any nearer together than
this? Then a great feeling of pity for her
came over him; pity for her anguish and
for her wasted love and loyalty,

He put his hand on her shoulder.

“Poor little mother,” he said, “we will
never speak of it again. Promise me never
to mention my fasher’'s name again, and we
will let it all pass.”

But she did not yield to his touch. She
was rigid and impassive. 3

“Notmention his name!” sheeried. “Why
should 1 Eromise you such a thing as that?
It is as though I acknowledged that there
was something shawetul about it. I will
not promise!”

He took his hand from her shoulder and
looked ather. Then, afterguitealongtime,
:20 which neither of them spoke, he left the

m.

He stopped irresolutely at the door, and
said, “Good night,” without turning.

“Good night,” she answered guiotly. but
her beart beat fast. He had never left her
like this before.

She heard the hall door slam.

“Stuart! Stonart!” she screamed, “come
back: don’t leave me so!”

l:ut he did not hear her. He had gone
out.

She sat for a long time where he had left
her, erying quietly. Then she rose, put
out the light, and went up stairs, Her pil-
low was wet that night, and as she buried
her face in 1t, she said half to herself, and
half to that dead husband. whom she had
never for one hour forgotten: .

“Do not mind bim, darling. He did not
know. ] know and I love you always.”

Stuart Dawson realized in the hard days
which followed this talk with his mother
that there is nothing which more thor-
oughly crushes the joy out of life than to
be at variance with one welove. His whole
life was changed, and for a while be counld
scarcely realize where or who he was.
Then, as things gradually settled dowp
into shape, he gecmno couscious of carry-
ing with him a dull, heavy feeling, that ef-
fectually prevented any gladness from ris-
mf in his heart.

t seemed as if a solid stone wall sepa-
rated him from his mother. He could not
pass 1t to go to her; she would not to come
to him. e could see her on the other side
—see her with painful distinctness, as she
waited m her great loneliness, yearning for
the love that he had always, given her,
Her eyes hhunted him, they were so sad
and pleading. He felt that a man must be a
brute to make his mother feel so, and yet
he could not help it. He would have been
tender and loving, if he only could, but
there was a great shadow between them.
They were hopelessly estranged. He would
Lave said to her so gladly:

“Mother, come back to me.
you and forgive everything.”

But this she did not_want. She had no
wish to be forgiven. Shedemanded justifi-
cation and approval for what she had done,
not pardon.

This trouble was crushing to her, She
had lived a quiet, narrow life, with but one
interest—her great, absorbing love for her
son, and with but one aim—to so influence
this son that he should love his father.
When, therefore, this was all taken from
her at one blow, she waslike one paralyzed.
She never thought of yielding one jot of
her loyalty to her husband. She wonld have
died first. She did nearly die. She grew
very pale and thin, and seemed to change
auite snddenly from a person of middle age
into a fragile old lady.

she did not believe that Stuart wonld
ever be one in heart with her again, She
gave up bope, and failed in health 2nd
strength, 7

Stuart referred to his father but once.
Then he said—

“*Mother, I have written to the th
National Bank to ask about that affuir,”

She turned very Eale. but did not speak.
He did not look at her.

“Yes,” he continued firmly, “it is my
right. I want to know all. {must know?”

She rose, trembling in every limb.

“I cannot help what you do, Stnart” she
said, ‘I have no ﬁower over you any longer,
Bat I want to tell you that it does not mat-
ter. If yon—if the bank—if the whole
world should eall him guilty, I would not
believe it.”

Then teablir. and vet with a certain sweet
dignity, she left the room.

tuart sprang to help her, for she seemed
very weak, but she waved him aside, and
would not let him touch her.

That very night a strange thinghappened
to Stoart Dawson. Cominz home in the
twilight, he met a young girl, who stepped
in front of him, and said—the clear color
monnting into her face as she spoke—

*It is 80 long since we have seen you, Mr,
Dawsen. Have you been away?”

**No, Miss Nora,” he answered, hesitas-
ingly, “I—I bhave not been very well.”

hey looked at each other awkwardly for
a moment, and then she p on.

He was angry with himself in a minute
that he had not turned around and walked
with her. She bad always seemed to him
the nicest girl that he had ever known, but
now, since this trouble bad come to him, it
was asif hehad lorgotten her, orhad known
her in another life, He thought of her
though, constantly, after this meeting—of
the sweet color in her face and the touch
of sympathy in her voice,

In the evening she seemed to draw him
to her. He dressed himself mechanieally,
not seeming to realize why he was doin l{:
then, in the same inert way, he walked to
her door. She did not seem surprised to
see him. It was as if she had known that
he would come.

After a little they were left alone in the
drawing-room, and then—he could not have
told why—he found himself telling her all
the oruel sorrow that had come to him. He
had not spoken of it to any other person,
and it seemed now as if he told 1% without
any volition of his own,

She listened, her face alive with sympa-
thy. Her sensitive mouth guivered a little
when he had finished, and there were tears
in her eyes,

*Oh, what can I say?”’ she cried. *“I am
so sorry for you, so sorry.”

Stuart felt as though he had been talkin
of spme one else. Something had dezden
the dull pain which he had carried for so
]uur so that he did not feel it.

“It must have been terrible,” she said,
after a little, “I do not see how you have
borne it.”

He had a confused sense that he did not
understand what she-was telking about.
He wanted to tell her that whatever it was
it did not matter. It dia not matter at all;
nothing mattered except that he must take
her hand.

He did not tell her this, but he looked
straight at her hand which was lying in her
lap, Her dress was black, and her hand
lovked small and white againat it, Every-
thing else in the world was a blur but that
white hand lying next the black dress.
The mowent when he could resist no longer
arrived. He leaned forward and clasped

1t

She did not resist, but she looked at him
questioningly.

*Oh,” she cried, “what are you doingl”

“l mast.” be answered gravely. He held
it for » few seconds, then he raised ic to his
lips and kissed it.

She struggled then until she drew it
away, and her breath came quickly.

He looked at her as if he had suddenly
awakened.

“I bex your pardon.,” he said, "I do not
know ’\;rhst 1l am doing; 1 think I must be
CTALY,

They eyed each otherin silence—a si-
lence in which each secmmed to read the
other's heart.

He waas the first to speak.

“1 have no right,” he_said, . .coherently;
“will you forgive me? 1 onght not to have
come—but you have been 8o good to me, I
must leave you—I ought to go. I wantto

h'flt.o thiak.,”
. He rose as if with a great effort, and stood
in front of her.

“Will you forgive me?” he asked. *I did
not mean to hurt 1vllm--l—"

*Good night,” she said simply. and then,
in a tone t was almost a whisper, she
added:

“You will come to see me again?”

Before she had finished the blood rushed
funousl{ over Ler face and neck. She
looked like one caughbt in a tide against
which he vainly struggles.

e

“lo will,” answe softly, “in-
deed 1 will.” <

Out in the dark he tried to calm his

Let me love

feverish thoughts. What was he doing? *

What did it all mean? Did- he love this
girl? His heart throbbed gquickly at the
thonght. He stood still a minute, and
wanted to go back and tell her that be did.
Then, vy an eftort he walked on.

He reasoned with himself. This after-
noon he had not thought of her; be had for-
gotien her. Conld a man learn to love
woman in an hour! Had he loved ber
the time, long before this trunble came to
bim that hong like a great eurtain over hia
rat life? Was it that be was so lonely, so

orlorn and miserable, and that her -
pathy had been the first thing that
ghded into his life, like a sunbeam intoa
cell, to share his sorrow with him?

What did it matter] What did he care?
It was unreasonable, ipexplicable, absurd
perhaps, but he loved her—loved her with
all his heart. Then he thought Bf lis
tarnished name and huombled life, and
kvew that these were what he must bring
to her. Bat immediately his Loart gave a
great bound, as iie remembered that it was
aftershe knew all this that she had asked
him to eome to her again.

He thoutlmt of her sweet face with the
crimson tood ruahin‘r overit. Ohb, itdid
not matter how sudden or unexpected it
was,—it wonld not have mattered if he had
never seen her at all before,—she belonged
to him, and he should elaim her!

The last thing he saw before he went to

that night was a white hand against
a black dress—a hand that seemed to
charm, to hypnotize him, so that he was
anconscions of anything else,

went to see her the next night, and
the next, and the next. She did not seem
astonished at the snddenness of his passion.
It seemed to them both as natural as the
blossoming of a rose, 8he gave him her
love, frankly and gladly. He was so happy
that it did not seem possible he could ge
the same mun who had staggered onl{. a
few days before nunder his weight of trouble,
It was not like the same world either,
“All the past things were past and over!”
His father was nothing to him now, his
promised wife everythine. He conld not
tell his mother about it all. He shut her
out of his paradise, It was too
pure and aweet a place for one
whose life was sullied with so much
deceit. He pitied her, he loved
her, but they were forever separated.

He went one night with Nora to the
theatre. The play was one of common ty pe,
where the heorine is made to believe that
her lover is unfaithful, and rashly marries
another man.,

They talked about it a little after they
came home, and he asked her hypothetical
questions, and reveled in her answers,
which told him in a dozen different ways
how much she loved him.

“What would you de,” he said, *if you
should hear from the mest erédible witness
that I was faithless and unworthy of you?”

She looked at him a moment, her eyes
shining with love and trast,

“Stuart,” she said, “if the whole world
pl}c:nld call you guilty, I would not believe
it

Qomethini passed through his heart as
quick and keen as a sabre stroke. Where
had he heard those wopds before! They
were his mother’s words, gnd it was of his
father that she spoke! All the deceit, the
obstina 'y, the harduess of his mother
seemed transformed, and he saw it as it
truly was, only the same great love which
the woman beside him gave to him.

He had his arms aronnd her, but he took
them away. .

“I must go to my mother, Nora,” he said.
“I have been cruel to her, I have tortured
her. I did not understand.”

His face had a rapt. transfignred look, as
of one who sees a vision cr listens to a holy
revelation. ’

She did not try to detain him. She was
awe-struck by Lis terrible earnestness.

He bent over her and kissed her.

“I think God has let good women love us
in this world,” he said reverently, ““to teach
us about Him.”

He went out in an agony of remorse,
This love which had come to hiin and made
a new heaven and a new earth for him—
this love, the most blessed, holy thing in
life, was the same love that his nmther‘ind
given to his father all these vears, and for
lx:hlch be had blamed and almost despised

er. '

It seemed asif he could not get to her
fast enongh.

"He burst into the room where she was
sitting, sad and alune, as .she had been so
mnueh of late.

He went up to her and toeok ber in his
arms.

“Mother, oh, mother!” he eried, *forgive
me! I did not know! You have been right
always. Your love and trust have been
pure and beauntiful. Ob. mosher, forgive
we!

A wonderful look of happiness came into
her delicate face. She piut her head upon
his shounlder,

“Dear Stuart!” she said softly,

He kissed her faded cheek.

**Oh, mother,” he said, brokenly, “I have
been blind—cruel—wicked! I did uot know
until another woman showed me. Yon
bave loved bim in the true, holy way that
she loves me, and if—I shovld ever have a
child, I shonld ask for no’ greater blessing
thau that she sbould téich him, as vou
nnght me.” RA ;

They were silent for a few minttes, and
he held her closely to hrm. They sfemed to
forgive and understand énch other with-
ont the need of many worda+Then she
said, timidly but firmly: e

“And, Stuart, do you—de you’ Believe in
bim nowf{” s

Poor little woman! She'conld net accept
reconciliation with her only son at the
price of disloyalty to his father]

He hesitated only a minute.

“Yes, mother,” he said, “I believe he was
& true, honest man, He conld not have been
anything olse, loved with ‘such a love.”

he smiles with the contented smile of
one who rests at last. :

“Stuart,” she said softly, “a letter cama
for you to-night, It isip your room. Itis
from that bank. I am glad you said that
before you opened it.”

He went to get his letter, When he came
back he was very quiet, with the intense
quiet of a terribly-excited person. i

“Mother,” he cried, in a harsh unnatural
voice, “he did not take it! 'They have been
investigating the old books and he was
wronged, mother, eruelly wronged! The
old officers are most of them dead now, but
I think they took some money frandulently,
Some one else was guilty, not my father,
and we will unearth it all, We will sift it
to the bottom. His name shall be cleared,
he was innocent, mother, infiocent! Aren't
youn bappy nowi”

“‘Yes, Stunart,” she answered calmly, “but
you see Lknew it all the time!”

He looked at Ler in silence, dumb before
the miracle of such love, and then he re-
membered that just snch love was his and
a great flood of thankfulness rushed over
his soul,

—Besste Chandler, 1o the Home-Maker.
—_—— e —— e
Written for the Sunday Journal.
Louijavilla,
[March 27, 18990.)
Day slumbered. and the storm-dogs all were tied,
Faat by their kennels in the fading West,

Bave one, the swiltest and the ravagest,

A dreadrul brute, red-fanged and tiery-eyed,
Who 21’3‘“ his slackened leash and i)o-mde-d

e,
Deep-baying down the dusk, with sh breast
Precipitate, and panting, and posa:l.f? )

Of terrors, which the darkness muitiplied.

God! that some Bruxton, rising n ms might,
Had choked the monster's 1112 out, ere his mouth
Haud sel iia teeth upon the helplrss S8outh,

And wrought the havoe of that feerful nizht—

O Death, how multiform! O Life, how frail!
How filmy, O Mom.l_l‘ri;'. thy veil!
ames Newton Matthews,
MARCH 29.
Ol

Just Asked Out of Curiosity.
Detroit Freo Press.

An ex-captain of volunteers was enter-
taining a few friends in an office on Larned
street with some of his army adventu
when a new arrival listened & momen
and then interrupted with—

“Excuse me, Captain, but how is it when
a man is in bnttleg'

“How do youn mean?”

*Does he have time to think of »sutside
matters?”

“Well, bardly.”

*Just has Lis mind ocoupied by what is
go.h‘}g on around him{”

‘Yes,

“Was that the way with you!”

“] suppose so.”

“For instance, while von were fighting at
Gettysburg you didpn’t let your mind wan-
der back to me, did yon?’

“No, sir.”

“Exactly—all right—I didn’t sup
did. You went away owing me $£10, vou
know, and I didn’t know buot it bothered
you. All right—all nght—it's outlawed
now and I shan't ask for it. Goon. Cap-
tain, and tell "em how you won gloiy and
renown and didn't think of me.”

——— & P—
Beautiful Christian Sentiment.
Atlanta Constitution.

Rev. Sam Jones, in & sermon to the col-
ored people at Fort Worth, Tex., the other
day, said: “When a colored man gets a lit-
tle education he does one of three things—
he goes to preaching, eaching or to the
ehain-gang.

se you

READING FOR SUNDAY.

In the m.‘ of the w.
In the gray of Easter even,
When the light begins to fade,
Fiy two angels out of Lheaven,
elied In ves shade.
Aud they w Ly those that sleep,

As they watched Immanuel's
And they comfort all who weep,

As they soothed sad Mary’s breast,
EBoft they whisper through the
“Wailt uotil the morning light!

W your sorrow look awa

To the breaking of the day!

In tbe Easter dawn victorious,
When the stars in rose-light fade,
Rise those angels, plumed and glorious,
Like the sun arrayed.
And they gather up the flowers
*From the purple plains of morning,
Far and wide in bloemy showers,
Graves of midoight woe ado
Baying, singing, “Christ is risen!
Wateh no more the open prison;
He bas led ‘mur loved away
In the bre g of the day!"

—Frances L. Mace, in Harper's Magazine.

International Sunday - School Lesson for
; April 13, 1890,
STUDIES IN LUKE.
THE WiDow OF NalN—Luke vii, 11-18,

Golden Text—They glorifled God, saying that
:ﬂgti:’n prophet is risen up among us.—luke

v WHAT THE LESSOX TEACHES.
New York Independent.

It is not to be disputed that the faith of
the world in the divinity of Christ rests

mainly on hLis own resurrection from the
dead, and confirmatively on his power to

raise dead people. In this supreme case the
phrnicisn that could heal others was
able to heal himself. But merely to raise
one from the dead isnot a proof of divinity.
If what Luke tells us in the book of Acts is
true, Peter had a like power; and it is an
ol;))en question whether Paunldid not perform
the same  miiracle on the youth that fell
asleep and ount of the window under hisown
reaching—a custom, by the way, which
is apostolie successors have studiously ig-
nored. But Christ raised three from the
dead, 1n order that no doubt be cast upon
his superhuman power. It is not too pre-
gogterou sa position to take that it is » suf-
cient proof of some quality hxiher than
human for one person to raise three dead
people unto life. If Christ had uot risen
after his death, we shonld still call him di-
vine, on the streugth of his incomparable
life and his extra-natural achievements.
But where is the moral of this miracle?
Where is the faith? Where is there even
an element receptive of ghe Christt None
at all that Luke thougzht fit to bring out.
Au overwhelming desire for life was doubt-
less sbhared by the young man at his death,
and by the wmother as she walked before
the covered body. This miracle, together
with many other acts of Christ, proves that
the faith that is dynamie is suflicient.
There is no arbitrary necessity of making a
noise over it. The deepest trust does not
show in violent gestures or in hysterical
words, but in a quiet, well-ordered hfe.
The grief aud longing of the mother, ex-
pressed only by the bowed head and in-
andille sobs, were sufficient to arrest the
Christ, that he might arouse the boy to life.

Note the extreme simplicity of the biblical
narrative. Two yerses are enough to tell
of this miraele; yet there are ouly five like
it in the Bible. The narrators gave the
blasted fig-tree a greater importance. Isit
presumptuocus to surmise that Christ raised
from the dead wany others of whom no ac-
count is given?! The act of healing became
too common to excite particular comment.
Even to give life to inanimate elay wasnot
the greatest work in a life of miracles. Ae-
cept the smallest of Christ’s miracles! Hold
fast, to stern logic and a million more
marvels, diffierent only 1n degree, need not
stagger the intelleet. i

Christ's word comes to each “Arise.”
Wake your energica. To live is to act.
The most highly-developed being is the
honest follower of the noblest example.
Man is creative in all planes but the
aPiritual. Here he needs a guide,
Christ comes to supply the chasm in hn-
man hopes. But the chasm has become the
mountain of effort., The heights are the
victories over the sins of intellect and of
the flesh. The glistening peaks of purity
are not beyond onr borizon. The road is
ali?pery but passable, Therefore Christ
still says *“Arise.”

Poor John! One of the noblest and most
athetie figures in history is the imprisoned
3aptist, There are thousands of incarcer-
ated beings who cannot see the Christian
advance with their own e‘\f‘ea or to help it
with their own hands, Their case scems
hopeless and their life vain. Bnt the cheers
from along the line reach to the chambers
of the sick, and amid the severest suffering
the joy of trinmphant victory is born.

of Go'nera.l Interest,

The Salvation Army reports over seventy
thousand penitents at its altars in the
United Kiugdom within four months.

The seventh annnal report of the
Woman’s Home Missionary Society in con-
nection with and read at the recent Phila-
delphia conference showed that there are
89,000 members,

The trunetees of the Lucknow Christian
College have been informed by Rev. Dr, D.
W. Thomas that an aged Christiau gentie-
man has pro to give an annuity of sev-
enteen thousand dollars for the ercction of
necessary buildings,

The number of communicants in 1880 in
the Preshyterian Church i1n America wes
733,000, and their contributions £12,908,000,
an average of §17 for each communicant.
The figures for the Congregationalists wers
475,000, and $7.600,000, an average of $16, and
for the Episcopalians, 480,000 communi-
cants, £11,500,000 in contributions, and an
average of §4. .

Secretary Arnold, of the British branch
of the Evangelical Alliance, announces
that the next Ecumenical Conference of
the Alliance will be held in the city of
Florence, Italy, in April, 1891. He says
that for several years past it has been in
contemplation to bold one international
conference in Italy, but the way has not
been open until the present.

The Catholic population of the United
States is estimated at 8,277,280. There are
8,332 Catholic priests, 7.523 chnrches, 3,502
chapels, 3 seminaries with 2,132 students,
102 colleges, 655 academies, 553 charitable
institutions, 5,194 parochial schools with
33,258 pupils, 13 archbishopa, 78 bishops, 13
archdioceses, 66 dioceses, 5 vicariates-apos-
tolic and 1 prefecture-apostolic.

The principle on which many eof our
church fairs seem to be managed is carried
out to a greater degree in Russia. E. B,
Lanin writes in the Fortnightly Review:
“In order to get together the reireshments
which constitute an essential element of
the feast of Kuzminkiin honor of Saint
Cosmus and Damian, all the nnmarried
girls of the place rob and steal, without ex-
ception, and not only do they steal from
their parents and relations, but they ex-
tend the operation to perfect strangers,
whose money, fowls and movabla property
generally, they seize upon with that con-
tempt of consequence whicha befits apostles
of a religions cause, The lads aiso steal,
giving the booty to the girla. They have
no hesitation about using violence to all

who resist.”
Thoughts for the Day.

The great secret of success in life is to be
ready when your opportunity comes.—Bea-
constield.

It mnst ever remain & fact of profound
significance that one of Christ’s closest
friends, Thomas, was & sumi-skeptic.
—Drummond.

In doing good we are gererally cold, and
languid, and sluggish, and of all things
afraid of being too muoh_in the right. But
the works of malice and injustice are quite
in another atile. bey are finished iua
bold, masterly hand; tonched, 22 they are
with the spirit of those vehement ons
that call forth all our energies, whenever
we oppress and persecute.—Burke.

Day of glory, day of power,
facred be thine every hour;
Emblem, earnest, of the rest
That remaineth for the blest.
—Hanna F. Gonld.

Thou shalt reap of that thon sowest, though thy
grain he small and bare;
God gnall clothe It as He pleases, for the harvest

fall and falr.
—Frances Ridley Havergal.

Belleve and trust. Through stars and suns,
Through life and death, threugh soul and sense,
His wise, paternal ﬁutpon runs:
The darkness of His provideuce
Is star-lit with benign intents,

0O supreme! I know the voice,
ik#® none beside on earth ana sea;
Yea, More, O soul of mine, rejoicel

B{ all that He requires of we
1 know what God Hiself must h&

B
Millennivm Falled to Materialize.
Kansas City Jonrnal

But unless the signs fail the interstate-
commerce law, which was heralded with

—Whittier.

such a flourish of trumpets, which was to
reform so many abuses and create a little
millennium in” the world of railroads and
shippers, will, before very long, be amended
nmiﬁt is unrecoguvizable or will be re-
praled altogether.

-
HUNOR OF THE DAY.

——g——

That Expiained It

Life,

At the New York Hospital., Sargeon—
What brought yon to this dreadful condi-
tion? Were you run over by a street-car?

Patient—No, sir, fainted and was
bronght to by a member of the Society of
First Aid to the Injured.

Does the Office Boy Acknowledge One?
Judge. :

“Can’t you make better time than this?™
asked a merchant of an office boy who had
consumed too much time on an errand,

“My dear sir,” replied the boy. who was
from Boston, *I do not make time at all. I
merely use that provided by a higher
power.”

The Reason.
Lippincott's Magazine,
First Flea — You look all worn out,
What's the matter!
Second Flea—Been on a tramp for about

six months. :
First Flea—Stopped from exhaustion, I

presume? .
Second Flea—No. Tramp died.

Pretty far Gone.

Puck.

Deagan (who has swallowed a fish-bone)
—How-ow-how-wow!

Mrs. Deagan—How d’ yez feel, Patty?

Deagan—Did Tim ran fer theambylanch?

Mrs. Deagan—He did.

Deagan—Lave lum countymand it an’
orther a hear-r-rse. Thot's how Oi feel!

The Secret in FPainting.

Texas Sifrings,

Mrs. Artless—Good morning, Mr. Palette,
I've but a moment to spare; can you tell me
brietly the secret of your art]

Artist Palette—Certainly, madame. Yon
have only to select the right colors and put
them on the right a;i-ot.

Mli:. Artless—Oh, I see. Thank you, very
muc

Rushing the Free Dellvery.
Puck. :

Mr. Green Gage (of Plom Creek, stopping
lettgr carrier)—Hev ye got any letters for
me?

' Carrier—But I don’t know yon, sir.”

Mr. Green Gage—S’'pose not: I only come
to taown yesterday. But look through
your bag: I ain’t got time to go to the post-
office to-day.

-

Lost oliteness.

Puack.

Mrs. De Ruyter—My dear, here isa printed
note with your contributions retarneda by
the Hightone Magazine. It says: *“The re-
jection of an article does not mnecessarily
imply lack of merit.”

Mr. W. M. Thackeray de Ruyter (scorn-
fully)—Huah! Anybody might know that
from the stuff they print.

A Good Example.

Lippincott’s Magazine.

Indignant Bervant (complaining to mis-
tréss)—Th' haythen kissed me.
p Mis’tmas-—-— ow dare you do such a thing,

ohn

John—Master hesay, ‘John, you make
good man allee same white man. Yoa do
allee same like me.” Me do allee same like
master; Ilish girl kickee.,

As It Struck Willle,
Philadelphia Ingnirer.

Willie (coming home fromchureb)—Pa
thev hadn’t learned how to pray very wel
in Bible times, had they?

Papa—I1 suppose, my son, people could
pray then as well as they do now.

illie (Poaitively).—ho, they couldn't.
The Lord’s Prayer is only a minute long
am}l our minister can pray for a quarter of
an hour,

SPRING FASHIONS.
———

Lace and net togues and caetns lace-straw
tognes in nearly fiat sha are sent over
both from Paris and ndon, and are
trimmed with soft rosettes of Comete rib-

n.

A black lace dress is now considered of
as much importance as a blact wool gown.
La Mode approves guipure, Russian or
fisher's net, and the Freuch lace, which is
the dressiest of these varieties and always
in good waste,

Accompanying elegant spring costumes of
silk or fine wool are pretty shoulder capes
of velvet in piain colors of moss green,
terra cotta, Marquise browi, mahogany
and black, that will be in use all summer
when a slight wrap is needed. These are
lined with shot silk, and are wholly un-
trimmed.

A very strong effort is Leing made to
bring into vogue thg bLroad-ribbon tie, but
80 far without success. The reasons for
this are found, so say the milliners, in the
fact that broad ribbons are diflicult to| tie,
soon show sigus of wear and are at best
decidedly prim looking.

The frou-fron black nets, with ribbons
drawn through the meshes, make stylish
togues and turbaus, trimmed with merely
a cluster of roses, violets or pale-yellow
jonquils, in very ‘ight.. open designs, and
are given more character by a twist of vel-
vet passing along the edge next the hair.

The artistic and very fashionable medime-
val tea-gowns with cunirass bodices aud full
skirts are charmingly made of the new
flower-Lrocaded China silks and the rare-
tinted, small-patterned Pompadoar satins,
Autique sleeves and berthas of every style
and variety are added to these gowns with
unique effect.

India silks are a worid in themselves and
remain for the most part In couservative
floral partterns, while beingespecial ex
nents of new colors. Japaunese wash silks
are in much demand and in half-ineh
stripes of delicate alternating colors, are
delightfully soft in texture and in every
way adapted to feminine wear in warm
weather.

Jerseys of every description give promise
of again being more popular than they
have proved in several seasons past. The
white stockinette jerseys are finer and
more flexible than ever, and in many in-
stances are richly trimmed with gold or
silver passemeuterie, diagonal folds of soft
white silk and white silk eord galloon, or
costly Persian bands in shaded silks, and
gold, bronze, and silver threads.

The fignred linen batiste and ecambric
shirt-waists affected in neglige dress last
sumuwer have appeared again at all fash-
ionable furnishing bouses, and are prettier
than ever. buth in shape and matérial.
Hrier-stitching is still nsed as a dainty fin-
ish to the pleats, collar and cufis. A sub-
stitute for these for the chilly days that al-
ways appear at the seaside and mountain
resorts, even in midsummer, is the blouse
of summer #fannel, in old rose, rosset, Ro-
man red, ecream white, and also of tennis
cloth, in stripes, checks, and fine geowet-
rical patterns,

Round waists, accompanying eveuing
dressers, just received from Paris, are
wholly bias at the sides under the arms,
with one very decp dart, a number of soft
surplice folds drapiug the corsage front,
those of some diphanous textnre, with sim-
ilar folds, fnrmin’f a dainty arching pufi on
the shoulders. There are also palnted
bodices of China silk, figured with beauti-
ful Watltean designs, these iu exquisite
evening tints, made with short sleeve
with iutricate ribbon trimming arrang
diagonally across the waist fronts, with
love-knots on the shoulders.

) o——

An Awakening.
A book of mine at anction! There it is
Named in the catalogue. By Jove! I"ilgo
Down to the sale, if I can leave my biz,
And hear wy brain-work bid upon, and so

Give treat unto my vanitr. T'll see
How high the estimation people place
U the little volume writ bﬁu?a.
hope my blusbes will zot burn my face,

- - - - - - -

I kept mg resolution. Yes, I did.
And, oh, how sorry am { now | went!
Upon my work there came a single bid.
a8 mine. I got the book. The tax--one
cent.
~Carlyle Smith, in Harper's Magazine,

— v —
His Ideal Man.
fam Jones, in a Recent Sermon.
My ideal of a man is John the Baptist,
who jumped on a king and stomped the very
feathers out of him. When he was put in

jnil he said he would stay there nntil the
ants carried him out through the key-hole

hefore he wonld modify anything that he
had said.

e Couldn’t Measure It.
e.

“How long was Bronson's speech?

“I don't w. 1 didn’t have my gas-
moter with me,"”

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

postage stamps belongi
tion of
tvon":'? t.h:nRothtchf lfl.a was :eeu-l.v J:

for $60.000,

About 1500 differcut k of dream-
books are in the wmarket, mma them
find buyers. ™ a1
A buzzard with a be!l fastened aronn
neck has been lopping around in the ueigh-
borbood of Cedar Ureek, (Tls &
Du her last trip the Allan line steamer
ol 'trxle:fan’:ru obh?md to use sugar for
uel, the supply of coal baving given cat.
An exhibition of 1.000 different sorts of
borseshoes, including some made by the
ancient Romans, isnow going o:di: ll.oud‘;m.
The biggest school boy In Kb [sland is
' William Davis, of Westerly
?:t!:f ‘;:d ti:i'rbt:on ly;sn old, and weighs o857

vy of the fami! £

0 te weight e family o
Il'ﬂ:c (: oer.% Bowm‘an. Ga., consisting of
bimself, wife snd four children, is 150
pouands,

'l‘bthainuvilla lle!t‘lz] Fm:t::;‘ Com-

ny has just comp n table eor
g‘? o{e thtfannd picces of wood of difierent
kinds and colors.

A father and son of Williamaport, Pa.,
have walked 51,000 miles together. '
are nmbrella-menders, and have trav
all over the State. ‘

A prisoper in the Mbsny_mimtmr;i
whose term is about to expire, has ask
permission to remain for a year and care
for the tlower-beds.

An observing Georgia man claims that
the cc:-ow dig‘o a ho‘le and buries in it the
corn which it secures in the neldhholdlnl
the supply until necessity compels 118 use.

There is a Guinea rooster ad New llmin_l-
ville, W. Va.. that objects o red-headzd
people who look at him, and fiercely at-
tacks all red-headed children who come
near him. \

W. D. Savi, an Indian governmput official,
captured forty-seven el-phants in one drive
at Chirangiri, in the Garo Hilis, on Feb. 4.
They made his total catch for two mwonths
nearly 150,

While plowing in a field in Georgfaa ness
of hornets was uneartbed by the }'iﬂ\‘;-
They immediately pounced npon the anl ‘i
mal and stung him to death before he cou
be removed. '

A man, with a penchant for statistics, has
computed that more than four millton
miles of blood pass throngh the veins of t&l
ordinary human being during a lifetime ot
sevenly years,

A citizen of Lexington, Ga., who detlro’d
to buy a pistol for another man, but hadu't
the cash to pay for it, went to a dealer and,
purchased half a ton of fmo on credit and
swapped it for the pistol,

Capt. J. M. Johnson. of Macon, Ga., owns
a large plantation on the line of the Amer
icus, Preston & Lumpkin railway, insouth-
west Georgia, whirch hewi- storkiag with
partridges brouglht from Connecticut. .

At a recent ball in London the electric
light was arranged to vary in color, being
alternately red, blue, green and yellow.
The ladies didn't like it, as 1t rnined in al-
ternation the effect of all their costumes.

A postal-card was recently delivered in
Enci):nd fifteen years after it had been
posted, having been found at the bottom of
a letter-box, where it had doubtless lain
unnoticed ever since it was first drt»mu;:Ii 1;1.

A rat which attacked a brood of chick-
ens at Pottstown, Pa., was killed by the
hen, and after the bLattle the barn-yard
rooster, who had viewed the battle from &
safe perch on the fence, celebrated the
vietory by crowing lustily.

The porter at the Union Depot at Atche
ison, lspfn.. picks up fifty cents’ worth of
whisky flasks about the walting-room
every week, which be sells at a drug store
for a cen’ apiece. He frequently ranms
across the same bottle as often as half a
dozen times a week. _ -

Pleasantville, N.J., has a citizen with
twenty-five fingers and toes. Some of them
had to be cat off because they restricted bis
freedom of action. Che freak in Shis casoe
appears to be a family one, his father aund
his brothers and sisters having bad seven
toes on each of their left feet, :

A Macon, Ga,, man ha; a kuife wl:llch has

en in his possession for vears and years
l())‘,n :Jhe biade is stamped the date 1760. Enos
Furness, one of the oldest knife manufac-
tarers in England, was the maker. “In spite
of its 150 years the knife is yet good for ai-
other twentv years of usefulness. .

During a foot-ball game at Peebleshire,
Scotland, a short time since, two of the
plavers collided with snch force that one
of them, a youth of twenty, named Williaa
Ferrier, who was struck in the stomach,
druppe:i insensible, and died a few hours
later from concussion of the brain.

It is & curious fact that the Curragh of
Kildare, which is a common just ountside of
the village. is the only piece of real estate
in JIreland for which no rent is paid. It is
used by all the residents of the locality as
a feeding ground for vattle and goats.

Job Biggs, the mail-carrier on the Camp-
bell, N. C.. route, delivers his mail to the
offices an foot, walking twenty-four miles
one day and thirty-one miles the next day.
During a year he stepe over 8,45 miles, and
at this rate would cover the circuit of the
globe in three years, exclusive of Sundays.

A Knoxville barber shaved a man recent-
ly who resides in the Smoky mouniains,
and whose beard had been ‘Krowmg since
the battle of Chickamanga. The wman, whose
name is Harmer, was in the confederate
army, and shaved the day bLefore the bat-
tle. aod had not shaved since. He said he
had got tired of wearing so much hair and
wanted it removed. -

Evan Adams, of Pleasantville, N, J., who
bas had 126 bonsekeepers since the death of
his wife, about seven years ago, was driven
the other day to the rvof of his house by
his last housekeeper, who, armed with an
ax, had demanded her wages and a letter
which she claimed he had intercepted. She
recovered her letter, but was compulled to
leave withput ber wages.

—————ml A A
In the Breaking of the Day.
. of Easter even,
In\\"gﬁn'{tz light Legins to fads,
Fly two angels out of beaven,

elled in vesper shade,
And they wmg}dv tho=e that sleep,
As they watched Tmmanuel’s rest,

they cownfort all who weep,
A?\‘}l the{' soothed sad H.ry’elogrmt.

foft they whisjer through the night,
“Wait until the moruing Heht!

From your somrow look aAway

To the Lreaking of the day.

In the Easter dawn victorious,
When the stars in rose-light fade,
Rise those angels, plumed aund glorious,
Like the sun arrayed.
And they gather up the flowers
Frow the purple plains of morning,
Far and wide In bloomy showers,
Graves of midnight woe adorning—
gaying, singing, “Christ is risen!
Watch no more the open prison;
He has led your loved awa
1a the bma{lng of the day™
—Frances L. Mace, in Harper's Magazine,
el —

Why Grant Chose Sheridaan.

Washington Fost — : - l
alpepper C. H., Va., in 1884, Genera
Gant;mtcun‘e ?l':; entered the adjutant’s of-
fice. Lieutenant-colonel T. 8. Bowers filling
that position on his staff, ana Brigadier-
eneral John A. Rawlins, his chief-of-staff,
ing presect, and said: “Celonel Bowers,
if you were going to select & commander
for the cavalry arm of the Potomac arm
who would be the man?” The Colonel mod-
estly replied that, knowing Kilpatrickto ba
a man of nnquestioned Lravery and dash,
he would choose him. Grant then tarned
to Genera! Rawlins and reqnested his
choicg. Rawlins replied: “We Dbave
tried General Crook in many posi=
tions, and have always found bim
the man for the emergency and the
place, and Le is a cavalry officer of much
prudence; he would be my choice.,” Grant
smoked sileutly, and apparently ubncon-
cerned for a few momentis, and then re-
plied, substantiaily: “Colonel. I am pleased
with your hiendalumfur Kilpatriek, and
have no doubt as to his ability. his brav.
ery, aud bis dash as a cavalry commander,
bat he is not the man for the emergency
that now confronts us.” Then, tarming te
General Rawlins, whom ke a.lway‘u' ad-
dressed faunillsrlyu ..!(ihh. said: “John,
everything yon say of Crook is true. Hels
a brave, cantious and trastworthy effiper,
aond might, perhaps, i'1l the posilion admir-
ably. but I have solected a man. whe, I
think. combines all the dash of Kilpatrick
and all the prudence of Ll:wk iu one, and
that man is Phil Sheridan.
eyl P —
It Worked Well,

Kansas Clty Journal.

The Anstralian system of voting was in.
angurated in the State of Missouri vesters
day. There may be some other canse for
the change, but it is a signifirant coipm.
dence that with that systen (Om: s SWocps
isﬁonubnun gains lu evely part of the
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